As eternal in youth

And eternal in beauty's perfection

In the God's great scheme of things/*

I held the lantern in my hand
And followed her speechlessly
Into the inner room.

She put out the tight,

And we were plunged in a lampless darkness-

Below us beat the great sea

The western winds roared wildly

The bird's cage rocked gaily in the open window*

I am glad

A new fire is taking furtive birth and form

In her prolific body

Strotig enough to light the earth

And set her laughing in the wind

And make her exultant and thankful*

Though I will return to her no more
I will dance in glee :
! have laboured in lighting one candle
To brighten this world*

Though I will not return to her any more
I will dance and dance and dance.
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